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miliarity, seared by ao ether womaa'
he had ever kaowa.

The the little arene Jaded away, and
ha remembered the tedious preaent
He had spent twa dull days at the
horns of a Neighboring land owner,
playing cricket 1st the daytime, dancing
at night with women In whom he was
unable to feel the slightest Interest,
always with that faraway feeling ia
his heart, struggling hour by hour with
that curious restlessness which seemed
to have taken a permanent place In
Ida disposition. He was oa bis way
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ELOR BROTHER AND SHE STARTS A LITTLE FLAME
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' Synopsis. On a trip through tie English Cumberland country tho
beeab4owu of her niitomolille town Louise Muurcl, a famous London
awrtmts, to spend tho niltt lit (lie fnnn home of John and Stephen
Strangewgy. At dinner fouie ills tlmt the brothers, are woman-s-
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CHAPTER III.

awoke the next morning

th a curious souse of buoyant
sitwuUauj. The sunshine was pouring

the: room, tiriglihmlng up it most

rtmtDtvK. 'H lay across the quilt
, and seemed to bring out the

f Invender from the pillow

h head reposed.
ABam. hearing her mistress stir,

at once to her bedside.
--ft fm half-pa- st nine, imidam. and

tomkfatit is here. The old lm- -

tfceeife from the kitchen tins just
tteaushe ft op."

iMtw looked approvingly at the
wakfi9t (ray, with the home-mad- e

'read aad tfeep-yelln- butter, the
rfetiMm es and clear honey. The
mbskII f Uio coffee was aroinntlc. She
dweatbea! a tittle sigh of content.

"Hour" delicious everything looks!"
take esxfaimed.

twuue-raad- e tlilnps nre well
tu tlvolr way, minium," Aline

.'rngtmi, tut I have never known a
fcsMswawM so strange and disagreeable.
"Vmt ML .Jennings, who culls himself
4fe tmthtt lie is n person unspea-
kable, a savage!"

LnI' eyes twinkled.
I thm't think they are fond of worn-a- t

in tiiia household, Aline," she re-

marked. "Tell me, have you seen
- 'Cfearfr?"

Cretrf ,lmi gone to the nearest
Qtteckwnith's forge to get something
ttaade for tlie .ear, minium," Aline re-

spited. "He asked me to sny that he
"sra afraid he would not he ready to

tart twfwre midday."
"That does not mailer," Louise le--
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Not Very Strong.
The husband of a prominent woumt

always reminds one of the tall ol I
paper kite.

Help to Save

Nation's Food Supply
In this time of high cost of living, y

erybody should uxe all possible mciiiu M
prevent waste and to help savo fowl. Nj
one means can be more effective than I
vigorous campaign to exterminate rati
which destroy over two hundred mllllos
dollars worth of foodstuffs annually. Keel
garbage In rat-pro- cans, stop up theil
holes, and above all exterminate then!
with Stearns' Paste, which can be bought
for a few cents at any store. A two ounct
box will usually rid a house or linru ot
very rat. It destroys mice, cockroach!

and waterbugs aa well. Adv. j

MUST NOT BOTHER EDISON

Visitors Not Permitted to Intrude o

Great Inventor When He Is Busy I
at His Experiments. I- ;

Thonins A. Edison's favorite piif- -

snlt is chemistry. Even ns a boj
telegraphist getting his first start to-

ward i career, this inclination wai
ninnlfpst In his experiments with lmt

teries and electric devices, nnd It still

remnlns his greatest pleasure, observer
nn exchange.

Ills new lnborntory Is splendldl)
equipped. Every known substance
ranging through nil the kingdoms of

matter from lanthanum to shark'i

teeth nnd Including over 200,000 sped- - t
mens, Is kept on hnnd for Immediate
availability. It Is n collection of ov

80 yenrs' standing, encouraged from j
time to time by prises for new addlV

. . .. .... . kla Itions onerea ny me inventor w
men.

Ills own laboratory table Is never,

In nny circumstances, allowed to be

touched. A notice posted on the doo-

rway reads to the effect that Mr. Ed-

ison Is not to be disturbed in the course

of his experiments except for matter

of the utmost importance. So fond U

he of his beloved pastime that he d-

eclares bis Idea of heaven Is to be able

to continue It, nnd his Injunctions W

his staff nre: "When I die I want my

table forwarded to me by wireless.
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step with the plowman by his side, but
without any of the laborer's lnechanl-cif- l

plod with a spring lu his foot-
steps, Indeed, pointing with his stick
along the furrow, so absorbed In the
Instructions he was giving that he was
almost opposite the gate before he was
aware of her presence. He promptly
abandoned his tusk and approached her.

"Good morning ! You have slept
well?" he called out.

"Itetter, I think, than ever before In
my life," she answered. "Differently,
at any rate. And such nu awakening!"
He looked at her, a little puzzled. The
glow upon her face and the sunlight
upou her brown hair kept him silent,
lie was content to look ut her and won-

der.
"Tell me," she demanded Impetu-

ously, "Is this a little corner of fairy-
land that you have found? Does the
sun always shine like this? Does the
earth always smell as sweetly, and nre
ynir trees always In blossom? Docs
your wind always taste as If Clod had
breathed the elixir of life into it?"

lie turned around to follow the
sweep of her eyes. Something of the
same glow seemed to rest for u mo-

ment upon his face.
"It Is good," he said, "to find what

you love so much appreciated by some
one else."

They stood together in a silence al-

most curiously protracted. Then the
plowman passed again with his team
of horses and Jehu called out some In-

structions to him. She followed him
down to earth.

"Tell nie, Mr. Strangewey," site In-

quired, "where are your farm build-
ings?"

"Come and I will hnw you," ho an-

swered, opening the gate to let her
through. "Keep close to the hedge un-
til we come to the end of the plow;
and then but no, I won't anticipate.
This way !"

They reached the end of the plowed
field und, passing through a gate,
turned abruptly to the left and began
to climb a narrow path which bordered
the boundary wall, and which became
steeper every moment. As they as-
cended, the orchard and the long, low
house on tho other side seemed to lie
almost at their feet. The rood and the
open moorland beyond, stretching to
the encircling hills, came more clearly
Into sight with every backward glance.
Louise paused at last, breathless.

"Is it the home of the fairies you
are taking me to?" she asked. "If you
havo discovered that, no wonder you
find us ordinary women outside your

ves I"
He laughed.
"There ure no fairies where we nre

going," he nsstired her.
They were on a roughly mnde road

now, which turned abruptly to tho
right n few yards ahead, skirting the
side of u deep gorge. They took a feve
steps further, and Louise stopped short
with n cry of wonder.

Around the abrupt corner nn entirely
new perspective was revenled a little
Itamlet built on a shoulder of the
mountuln; and on the right, below a
steep descent, a wldo and sunny valley.
It was like a tiny world of Its own,
hidden In tlie bosom of the hills. There
was n long line of farm buildings, built
of gray stone and roofed with red tiles;
mere were Of teen or twenty stacks; a
quaint, whitewashed house of consid
erable size, almost covered on the

Thoy Stood Togtthar In Sllsnes At
most curiously Protraetod.

southward side with crooners: a row
of cottages, and a gray-walle- d lnclo-sur- e

stretching with its whlto tomb
stones to the very brink of tho descent

In tho midst of which was an ancient
church, In rnlns nt tho farther end,
partly rebuilt with the atones of tho
nuisiue.

Louise looked around her. silent with
wonder.. "It Isn't real, Is It?" she
asked, clinging for a moment to John
Strnngcwey's arm,

"Why not? You asked where too laad
was that wo tilled. Now look down.
Hold my arm If you feel giddy."

sne rouowed the wave of his ash
tick. The valley ahtcr below than,

home to Peak HalL He knew exactly
the welcome which was awaiting biro.
He knew exactly the news he would
receive. He raised his whip and
cracked It viciously In the nlr.

Stephen was waiting for htm, as he
hnd expected, In the dining room. The
elder Strangewey was seated In his ac
customed chair, smoking his pipe nnd
reading the paper. The table was laid
for n meal, which Jennings was pre-
paring to serve.

"Back ngaln. John?" his brother re-

marked, looking at him fixedly over
his newspaper.
' John picked up one or two letters,
glnnred . them over, and flung them
down upon the table. He had exam-
ined every envelope for the last few
months with the same expectancy, and
thrown each one down with the same
throb of disappointment.

"As you see."
"Had a good time?'
"Not very. Have they finished the

barley fields, Stephen?"
"All In nt eight o'clock."

; There was n brief silence. Then
Stephen knocked the ashes from his
pipe nnd rose to his feet.

"John," he nsked, "why did you pull
up on the road there?"

There was no Immediate answer.
The slightest of frowns formed Itself
upon the younger man's face.

"How did you khow that I pulled
up?"

"I was sitting with the window open,
listening for you. I came outside to
see what had happened, and I saw your
lights standing still."

"I had a fancy to stop for a mo-

ment," John said ; "nothing more."

John Strangewey is able to
stand this kind of dissatisfac-
tion with life for just so long.
Then he takes the bit in his teeth
and goes tearing away.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

LAST OF THE CARIB INDIANS

Not More Than One Hundred of Race
Which Columbus Found in West

Indies Are Still Alive.

The Cnrlb Indian was the first repre-

sentative of Lo, the poor red man, to
meet the tide of liuropean travel. He
was the one found by Columbus and
tho luter Spanish explorers in the West
Indies, and he has given the Caribbean
sen his name. Thus be Is assured a
monument as long as geography shall
last, and he needs it, because us a liv-

ing race he has practically disap-
peared.

. How many thousands of Carlbs
dwelt In the West Indies In 1492 Is
largely a matter of conjecture. They
quickly began, to die out under the
hand of the conqueror, who worked
them as slaves and shot them when
they made war. Today It Is doubtful
whether there are 100 d

Carlbs alive. Practically all of them
live on the British Isle of Dominica, ou
a reservation set apart for them called
Kulybia.

The reservation Is very diflicult of
access, for there Is no sheltered har-
bor or landing place. The only method
of approach Is by one of the coasting
steamers, which circle the island.
When the steamer gets opposite

with anyone who wants to land
aboard, she stops and whistles. If the
weather Is good and the water smooth
enough, a canoe puts out and takes the
passenger ashore. If the weather is
too Tough the passenger must needs
content himself to go on around the
Island and try again on the next round.

A Model Man.
Adam, the first, was a man of lov-

able disposition and u model husband,
so I am Informed by the recorders of
early events. Never once In the rcco-lectio- n

of his biographers did he speak
ill of his beloved soulmnte In the pres-
ence of human company, and according
to those who were able to know all
his private affairs he never kicked on
her cooking nor growled at her house-
work. .

Whether she wore her gowns high
cut or low In the neck was a matter
of little or no concern to him so long
ns she was respectably attired In the
fashion of tho period. And when she
got fired from the I'ulm Garden for
nibbling apples without someone's con-

sent Adam did not sneak oft to Reno,
as husbands do today, to apply for a
divorce. No. He cast aside his over-
alls, threw up his Job and went out
with tho little lady like a little man.
That's tho kind of a spnrerlb he was)

Zlm, In Cnrtoons Magazine.

The Esssntlala of Gardening.
The essentials for successful gar-

dening on a small or large scale nn
soli, water and cultivation. Much de-
pends also on the grower, the season
and the crops selected.

The soil Is the storehouse of plant-food- .

Tho garden, therefore, should
contain humus or rotted material In
large quantities. The gardener should
remember that about 60 per cent ol
ordinary earth Is not soil at all, but
consists of air and water.

Water makes plantfood that Is pres-
ent freely soluble. Bain and snow-
water nre soft and contain ammonia.
The magic of soft water on the plant
world is one ot the miracles of good
gardening, as everyone who has con-
trasted the effect of rain with thai
produced by sprinkling with a hose
realises. ' Plants are succulent and
contain large amounts of water which
they have to draw from tho toll.

Beware,
When a fellow doesn't come through

for the grocer every ao often, his food
Is likely to cause an unsettled condi-
tion of the tomachudlananoUa

and the loner hills on both sides, were
parceled out Into fields, inclosed within
stone wulls, reminding her from the
bright at which they stood, of nothing
so much as the quilt upon her bed.

Her eyes swept this strange tract of
country backward and forward. She
saw the men like specks In the fields.
the cows grazing in the pasture like
toy animals. Then she turned and
looked at the neat row of stacks and
the square of farm buildings.

"I inn trying hard to realize that
you are a farmer and that this is
your life." she said.

Ho swung open the wooden gate of
tho churchyard, by which they were
standing. There was a row of graves
on either side of the prim path.

"Suppose," lie suggested, "you tell
me ubout yourself now about your
own life."

'My life, and the world In which I
live, seem far away Just now," she
said quietly. "I think that It is doing
me good to have a rest from them.
Talk to me about yourself, pleuse."

He smiled. He was Just a little dis
appointed.

"We shall very soon reach the end
of nil that I have to tell you," he re-

marked. "Still, If there Is anything
you would like to know"

"Who were these men and women
who have lived and died here?" she
Interrupted, with a little wave of her
hand toward the graves.

"All our own people," he told her.
She studied the names upon the

tombstones, spelling them out slowly.
"Tho married people," he went on,

nre burled on the south side; the
single ones and children lire nearer
the wall. Tell me," he asked, after a
moment's hesitation, "are you married
or single?"

She gave a little start. The abrupt-
ness of the question, the keen, stead-
fast gaze of his compelling eyes,
seemed for a moment to paralyze both
her nerves and her voice. It was as If
someone had suddenly drawn away one
of the stones from the foundation of
her life. She found herself repeating
the words ou the tombstone facing
her:

"And of Elizabeth, for sixty-on- e

years the faithful wife nnd helpniato
of Ezra Cutnmlngs, mother of his chil-

dren, and his partner In the life

Her knees began to shake. There
was a momentary darkness before her
eyes. She felt for the tombstone and
sat down.

CHAPTER IV.

The churchyard gate was opened
and closed noisily. They both glanced
up. Stephen Strangewey was coming
slowly toward them along the flinty
path. Louise, suddenly herself agnin,
rose briskly to her feet. Stephen had
apparently lost none of his dourness
of tho previous night. As ho looked
toward Louise, there was no mistaking
the slow dislike In his steely eyes.

"Your chauffeur, madam, has Just
returned," he announced. "He sent
word thnt ho will be ready to start at
one o'clock."

Louise, Inspired to battle by the al
most provocntive hostility of her elder
host, smiled sweetly upon him.

"You can't Imagine how sorry I nm
to hear it," she said. "I. don't know
when, In the whole course of my life,

have met with such a delightful ad
venture or spent such a perfect morn-
ing!"

Stephen looked at her with level, dis
approving eyes at her slender form in
Its perfectly fitting tailored gown; at
her patent shoes, so obviously unsuit-
able for her surroundings, and at the
fnlnt vision of silk stockings.

If I might say so without appear
ing Inhospitable," he remarked, with
faint sarcasm, "this would seem to be
the fitting moment for your departure.
A closer examination of our rough life
up here might alter your views. If I
do not have the pleasure of seeing you
again, permit me. to wish you fare-
well."

He turned nnd walked nwny. Louise
watched him with very real Interest.

"Do you know," sho said to John.
"there Is something about your brother
n llttlo like the prophets In the Old
Testament, In the way he sees only
one Issue and clings to It. Are you,
too, of his way of thinking?"

"up to a certain point. I believe I
am," ho confessed. .

"Do you never feel cramped In sonr
mind, I meant feel that you want to
pusn your way through the clouds
Into some other life?"

"I feel nearer the clouds here," he
answered simply.

They were leaving the churchyard
now. She paused abruntlv. nointiu
to a single grave In a cart nf th
churchyard which seemed detached
trom tne rest.

"Whose pave Is that?" he Inquired.
He hesitated.
"It Is the grave of a young girl," he

told her quietly. "She was the daugh-
ter of one of our shepherds. She went
Into service at Carlisle, nnd returned
here with n child. They ore both
burled here."

"Because of that her grave Is apart
from the others?"

"Yes." he answered. "It Is very sel-
dom, I am glad to say, that anything
of the sort happens among lis."

For the second time that morning
Louise was conscious of an unexpected
upheaval of emotion. Rite felt that the
sunshlno had gone, that the whole
sweetness of the place had suddenly
passed nwny. The charm of Its simple
ausicruy nnq pensneu.

"And I thought I had found nan.
dlsel she cried.

Sho moved quickly from John
Strangewey'a side. Before he could
realise her Intention, she bad stepped
ovor the low dividing wall and was on
her knees by the aide of U niain, neg--

man inside. It swung Into the level
stretch beneath them, a fantasy of
gray and silver In the reflected sun-
shine.

Louise had been leaning forward, her
head supported upon her hands. As
the car slackened speed, she rose very
slowly to her feet

"The chariot of deliverance I" she
murmured.

"It Is the prince of Seyre," John re
marked, gazing down with a slight
frows upon hb forehead.

She nodded. They had started the
descent nnd she was walking In very
leisurely fashion.

"The prince is a great friend of
mine," she said. "I had promised to
spend Inst night, or, nt any rate, some
portion of the evening, nt Itaynhara
castle on my way to London."

He summoned up courage to ask her
the question which had been on his Hps
more than once.

"As your stay with us Is so nearly
over, won't you abandon your Incog-
nito?"

"In the absence of your brother," she
answered, "I will risk It. My name Is
Louise Mnurcl."

"Louise Maurel, the actress?" he re
peated wonderlngly.

'I nm she," Louise confessed. "Would
your brother," she ndded, with a little

rt: l w .1 tit.. I
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"I Placed It There as a Woman's Pro
test Against the Injustice of That
Isolation."

grimace, "feel that lie bad given me a
night's lodging under false pretenses."

John made no Immediate reply. The
world hnd turned topsyturvy with him.
Louise Maurel, and n great friend of
the prince of Seyre! He walked on
mechanically until she turned and
looked at him.

"Well?"
"I am sorry," he declared bluntly.
"Why?" she asked, a little startled

at his candor.
"I am sorry, first of all, that you are

a friend of the prince of Seyre."
"And ngaln, why?"
"Because of his reputation In these

parts."
"What does that mean?" she nsked.
"I am not a scandalmonger," John

replied dryly. "I speak only of whnt I
know. His estates near here are sys-

tematically neglected. He Is the worst
landlord In the country, nnd the most
unscrupulous. His tenants, both here
and In Westmoreland, have to work
themselves to death to provide him
with the means of living a disreputable
life."

"Are yon not forgetting that the
prince of Seyre Is a friend of mine?"
she asked stiffly.

"I forget nothing," he answered.
"You see, up here we have not learned
the art of evading the truth"

She shrugged her shoulders.
"So much for the prince of Seyre,

then. And now, why your dislike of
my profession?"

"That la another mnttcr," he con
fessed. "You come from a world of
which I know nothing. All I can say
Is thnt I would rather think of you
as something different."

Sho laughed at his somber face and
patted his arm lightly.

"Big man of tho hills," she said,
"when you come down from your fro-
zen heights to look for the flowers, I
shall try to make you see tjilngs differ-
ently."

CHAPTER V.

Once more that long, winding stretch
ot mountain road toy empty under the
moonlight. Up the long slope, where
three months before he hnd ridden to
And himself confronted with the ad-
venture .of his life, John Strangewey
Jogged homeward In his high dogcart.
The mare, scenting her stable, broke
into a quick trot as they topped the
long rise. Suddenly she felt a hand
tighten upon her reins. She looked
Inquiringly around, and then stood pa-
tiently awaiting her master's bidding.

It seemed to John as If he had passed
from the partial abstraction of the last
few hours Into absolute nnd entire

of tho present He could
see tho motorcar drawn up by the side
of the road, could hear the fretful
voice of the maid, and the soft, pleas-
ant words ot greeting from tho woman
who had seemed from the first as If
she were very far removed Indeed
from any ot the small annoyances of
their accident '

"I have broken down. Can you help?"
Ho set his teeth. The poignancy of

the recollection was a torture to htm.
Word by word he lived again through
thnt brief Interview. He saw her de-
scend from the car, folt the touch of
her hand on his arm, saw the flash
of her brown eyes as abe drew does to

of apple blossom which she had thrust
into the Itosom of her gown, and placed
it reverently at the head of the little
mound. For a moment her eyes
drooped and her Hps moved she her
self scarcely knew whether It was in
prayer. Then she turned and came
slowly back to her companion.

Something had gone, too, from his
charm. She saw In him now nothing
but the coming dourness of his broth-
er. Her bin rt was still heavy. She
shivered a little. It was he at last
who spoke.

"Will you tell me, please, what Is the
matter with you, and why you placed
that sprig of apple blossom where you
dldr

His tone woke her from her lethargy.
She was a little surprised at its
poignant, almost challenging note.

"Certainly," she replied. "I placed
It there as a woman's protest against
the Injustice of that Isolation."

"I deny that It Is unjust."
She turned around and waved her

hand toward the tittle gray building.
"The Savior to whom your church Is

dedicated thought otherwise," sho re
minded him. "Do you play at being
lords paramount here over the souls
and bodies of your serfs?"

"You judge without knowledge of the
facts," he assured her calmly.

Louise's footsteps slackened.
"You men," she sighed, "nre all

alike! You Judge only by what hap
pens. You never look Inside. Thnt Is
why your Justice Is so different from
a woman s. I do not wish to argue
with you; but what I so passionately
object to is the sweeping judgment you
make the sheep on one side and the
goats on the other. That Is how man
judges ; God looks further. Every case
Is different. The law by which one
should be Judged may be poor justice
for another."

She glanced nt him almost appeal- -

ingly, but there was no sign of yield-

ing in bis face.
'Laws." he reminded her. "are mnde

for the benefit of the 'whole human
race. Sometimes an individual may
suffer for the benefit of others. That
Is Inevitable."

"And so let the subject pass," she
concluded ; "but It saddens me to think
that one of the great sorrows of the
world should be there like a monument
to spoil the wonder of this morning.
Now I am going to ask you a question.
Are you the John Strangewey who has
recently had a fortune left to him?"

He nodded.
"You read about it in the newspa

pers, I suppose," he said. "Part of the
story Isn't true. It was stated that I
had never seen my Australian uncle,
but as a matter of fact, he hns been
over here three or four times. It was
he who paid for my education at Har-
row and Oxford."

"What did your brother say to that?"
"no opposed it," John confessed,

"and he hated my uncle. He detests
the thought of any one of us going out
of sight of our own hills. My uncle
had the wander fever."

"And you?" she nsked suddenly.
"I have none of It," he asserted.
A very faint smile played about her

lips.
"Ferhaps not before," she mur

mured; "but now?"
"Do you mean because I have In

herited the money? Why should I go
out like a Don Quixote and search for
vague adventures?"

'Because you are a man I" she an
swered swiftly. "You have a brain and
a soul too big for your life here. You
eat and drink, and physically you flour-
ish, but part of you sleeps because It
Is shut away from the world of real
things. Don't you sometimes feel It
In your very heart thnt life, as we were
meant to live It, can only be lived
among your fellow men?"

He looked over his shoulder, at the
little cluster of farm buildings nnd cot-
tages, and the gray stone church.

"It seems to me," he declared simply,
"that the man who tries to live more
than one life falls In both. There Is
a little cycle of life here, among our
thirty or forty souls, wlWch revolves
around my brother and myself. A
pnsser-b- y may glance upward from the
road at our little hamlet, and wonder
what can ever happen In such an

corner. I think the answer
Is Just what I have told you. Love and
marriage, birth nnd death happen.
These things make life."

nor curiosity now had become.
merged In nn Immense Interest. She
laid her Angers lightly upon his arm.

You speak lor your people," she
said. "That Is well. But you your-
self?"

"I am one of them," he answered
'a necessary part of them."

"How you deceive yourself I The
time will eomo, before very long, when
you will come out Into the world ; and
the sooner the better, I think, Sir. John
Strangewey, or you will grow like your
brother here among your granite hills."

He moved a little uneasily. All the
time she was watching him. It seemed
to her thnt she could read the thoughts
which were stirring In his brain.

"You would like to say, wouldn't
you," she went on, "thnt this Is a use-
ful and nn upright life? So It may be,
but It Is not wide enough or great
enough. Some day you will feel the
desire to climb. Promise mo, will yon,
that when you feel the Impulse you
won't use alt that obstinate will power
of yours to crush It? You will destroy
tne nest part or yourself, If you do.
You will give It a chance? Promise!"

She held out her hand with a little
Impulsive gesture, He took It In bis
own, nnd held It steadfastly.

"I will remember," he promised.
Along the narrow streak; of road,

from the southward, they both, watched
the rapid approach of a large motor-
car. There were two servant upon
the front teat and one paetenftr

tefared, gazing eagerly out of the case-e- t

window, lnimedlately below was
sjraussvgrawa orchard which stretched

s'Wpwatrd, a n precipitous angle, toward
belt f freshly plowed Held ; beyond, a
tfttfe chain of rocky hills, sheer

lite trees were pink and white
ttft titaftsom; the pelals lay about

'ttpau the ground like drifted
Her and there yellow jon-

quils wre growing among the long
Itrass. A waft of perfume stole Into

fthe mom through the window which
tabe hail otened. .

"Till wy tinttt quickly, Aline," Louise
i.iwdL "I must go out. I want to see

Hrlwt'ner it: is really ait bountiful as it
.iJtooks."

.Aline Pressed her mistress In
Then, suddenly, n little exclu-- y

(nation tcnped her. She swung routid
toward her mistress, and for once there

"ts animation in her face.

'But, riiadam," she exclaimed, "I
CBum reroi'iuberi'il ! THe name Strange-"nry- .

"feMerdiiy morning you rend it,
mt whi? you took your coffee. V'ou

.BSe of the good fortune of some
'iwwer la the north of England to
'wImhr rouiu relntivo in Australia hud
Qoft a sretit fortune hundreds and
'CJwaMnil of pounds. The name was
:1Uraxcwcy, the sanio as that. I

it now."
She rwiniod one more to the family

vtene. Lottise sat (or n moment with
rgwrtod lkis.

xi are nulte right, Aline. I
it all perfectly now. I wonder

' whether it could possibly be either of
uttum two men?"

AHne shook her head doubtfully.
Tt wwiild he unbellevuble, mndam,"

me deeMed. "Could any sane human
reatMrai live here, with no company

Vint the sheep and the cows, it they
(had Bwncy money to live in the
eiUea. to buy pleasures, to be happy?
'Unbetterable, mndam 1"

remained standing before tho
v. ; She wns watching the bios- -

boughs of one of the apple
i bending and swaying In the fresh

rmwalng breeze watching tho restless
imtm which came and went unon

a beneath.
"Wtt Is Just your pokit of view.

ane murmured; "but happiness
you would not naderstand.

w atrange men, these two."
Ceimd her way without dlffl--

a cobbled yard, through a
late let In a red-bric- k wall,

am tl rchard. At the farther end
to a gate, against which the

l tor a moment, leaning her arms
topmost bar. Before her wa

mta oeu ot plowed earth, the
pungent odor of which was a

tWng to her ; a little way to the
tne roiling moorland, starred

etamps ot gorse; In front acrossm m on tho other side of the graym wait, tne n hills. The
blue It seemed to her,

m4 dotted nit over with little masses
fceey. white clouds seemed aom- -

lawer and nearer; or was she, per- -
signer up?
lingered there, absolutely bewll
by the rapid growth In her brain

acme of what surely must be
swwly kindled faculty of appro- -

mere was a beauty In the
wtiicn sne had not felt before.

i toned her head almost lazily at
i c a man s voice, a team of

, attaining art plow, wero com- -

KmvPMM the bend of the field, and by
tsttslriMa, talking to the, laborer who

was John Btrangewey.
bib as be earns lato

tQtlMBUtprlm Ht walked la


